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band. He took the point of view that it was better to make
love to trees than to ladies, and he used to derive a proud
satisfaction from being able to say to his colleagues: "That lad
of my girl's knows every damned shrub in the garden of Eden!"
But Mr. Cumber's offspring came, after five weeks of life
with Dumbell, to loathe the sight of a bush. Their little sub-
urban garden was all bushes. You couldn't plant a pansy
in it, much less a row of poppies. And Dumbell's "study," as
the girl strove to make her servant call the apartment where
his specimens were arranged, had the peculiarity of leaking all
over the house. The young woman had told herself the prettiest
stories of the way she was going to run her establishment
and decorate it and show it to her admiring friends; but Provi-
dence had other plans.
In excusing Dunbar's lack of the lighter touches of socia-
bility, she would always say: "Well, at any rate Dun isn't a
writer. He won't mess up the house with books and things!"
Her forecast was correct. The only books in Beulah Lodge
were presentation sets of standard authors; but what no girl
could have predicted from such harmless evidence as a habit
of plucking leaves and twigs wherever he went was that she
and her little servant, neither of whom was in any sense
a devotee of Nature, should come to be faced with a positive
plague of vegetable debris.
The two young women in Beulah Lodge—and even the
tradesmen noticed this—grew week by week under this decidu-
ous affliction more and more alike in their ways. By contend-
ing against the same obsession they acquired a secret code of
unspoken understanding, an identical pattern, you might call
it, of protective colouring, so that they even began, after a
year of DumbelPs arboreal researches, to resemble each other
in facial expression.
Young Mr. Wye soon found it was no use to inquire of
the maid what had happened to a rare specimen of a certain
blackberry, or to a treasure trove among willows—for of these
simple growths, contrary to received opinion, there seemed to
be unending varieties—if the mistress declared she had never
seen it!
Dumbell's passionate acceptance of the Fascist hostility to
feminism may have had nothing to do with his obstinate pur-
suit of a hobby so incompatible with a tidy house, but he made

